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thousand leagues, and pass through the dangers of Arabian Tales to seek a look ; but that will be nothing extraordinary in comparison with the impossibilities of all kinds that my present journey presents. It is not the offering to God of a whole life; no, it is the cup of water which counts in love and in religion for more than battles. But what pleasures in this madness! How I am rewarded by knowing proudly how much I love you!
I start Sunday, 22nd, at six in the evening. I should like to stay three days at Neufchatel. Do not leave till the 29th.
Adieu, cherished flower. What thoughts, solely filled with you, throughout the hours of this journey ! I will he yours only. I have never so truly lived, so hoped !
A bientdt.
, Thursday, September 26, 1833.
Mon Dieu! I have made too rapid a journey, and I started fatigued. But all that is nothing now. A good night has repaired all. I was four nights without going to bed.
I shall go to the Promenade of the faubourg from one o'clock till four. I shall remain during that time looking at the lake, which I have never seen. Write me a little line to say if I can write to you in all security here, poste restante, for I am afraid of causing you the slightest displeasure; and give me, I beg of you, your exact name [et donnez-moi) par grace, exactement votre nom~] .
A thousand tendernesses. There has not been, from Paris here, a moment of time which has not been full of you, and I have looked at the Val de Tr avers with you in my mind. It is delightful, that valley.
A bientdt.ne, in two years I shall be able to travel, asical evil that I endure from hope. God has surely given me iron membranes if I do not have an aneurism of the heart.
